To head off potential confusion, I should point out that at the head of most of Cazimir's entries you'll find two separate time markers: first the stretch of time described in the entry and below that the time of the entry's composition as marked by Cazimir.
While I've compiled and organized Cazimir's original journal entries, I've done little editing, except for some cases where Cazimir's haste (he wrote almost everything within the space of three days) led to minor errors in composition.
The name I use here, Noisette, is not my own, and I'll admit now so as not to abuse your trust, that this is a game of sorts I'm playing with you. I'm sure that well before the final pages you'll have guessed my identity, but for now I'd prefer anonymity. "The hell? We never crossed no river."
"Perhaps you didn't cross 'no' river, but you had to cross a river to get here," I said. Sometimes I can't help myself. I was still a bit drunk from the half-bottle of whiskey I'd downed on the beach.
"This one's funny enough to shoot," the short one said.
But the man with the lantern, evidently the superior, was in no mood to shoot anyone. He no doubt wanted to get back on the right side of the river before some zealots could find them and cut their eyes out. He asked me where they could cross, and I told him about the sandbar a few miles south shallow enough to ford. They thanked me and headed off, but turned around before I could even think of taking Varina from her hiding place. They wanted to know how they could have crossed the river without getting wet.
I said things happen in Alban. Strange things you can't explain. Like how the pine trees remember the sounds around them, and how when the pine needles fall, sometimes you'll hear a word, or a sneeze, or a gunshot. But I didn't tell them about the Ways of the Woods, lest they learn to abuse them. Instead I just rambled on about the pines and the wandering ghosts until the short man lost his patience.
"Y'all locals sure like your big talk when you're drunk," he said.
"Not sure this fella's a local," his superior (in many senses of the word) said. "He doesn't talk like a local. Doesn't look much like one either." her eyes half open, her lips parted, and her hair tousled, she still looked so alive, a beautiful dreamer. Except for the gash on her temple and the stillness of her breast,
